138                               SAINT JOAN

THE ARCHBISHOP. The army will disown you, and will
rot rescue you. And His Majesty the King has told you
that the throne has not the means of ransoming you*

CHARLES. Not a penny.

THE ARCHBISHOP. You stand alone: absolutely alone,
trusting to your own conceit* your own ignorance, your own
headstrong presumption, your own impiety in hiding all
these sins under the cloak of a trust in God. When you pass
through these doors into the sunlight, the crowd will cheer
you. They will bring you tfaek little children and their
invalids to heal: they will kiss your hands and feet, and
do what they can, poor simple souls, to turn your head?
and maddea you with tbe self-confidence that is leading
you to your destruction* But you will be none the less
aloae : they cannot save you. We and we only can stand
between you and the stake at which our enemies have burnt
that wretched woman in Paris.

JOAN [her eyes skyward] I have better friends and better
counsel than yours.

THE ARCHBISHOP* I see that I am speaking in vain to a
hardened heart. You reject our protection, and are deter-
mined to turn us all against you. In future, then, fend for
yourself; and if you fail, God have mercy on your soul

DUNOB. That is the truth, Joan.  Heed it*

JOAN. Where would you all have been now if I had
heeded that sort of truth ? There is no help, no counsel, in
any of you* Yes : I am alone on earth : I have always been
alone. My father told my brothers to drown me if I would
not stay to mind his sheep while France was bleeding to
death : France might perish if only our lambs were safe, I
thought France would have friends at the court of the king
of France; and I find only wolves fighting for pieces of
her poor torn body, I thought God would have friends
everywhere, because He is the friend of everyone; and in
my innocence I believed that you who now cast me out
would be like strong towers to keep harm from me. But I